THE WORST SIDE

Go, soul, the body's guest,

Upon a thankless arrant ;
Fear not to touch the best,

The truth shall be thy warrant :
Go, since I needs must die,
And give the world the lie.

Say to the Court, it glows

And shines like rotten wood ;

Say to the Church, it shows

What's good and doth no good :

If Church and Court reply,

Then give them both the lie.

Tell men of high condition,

That manage the estate,
Their purpose is ambition,

Their practice only hate :
And if they once reply,
Then give them all the lie.

Tell zeal it wants devotion,

Tell love it is but lust,
Tell time it is but motion,

Tell flesh it is but dust :
And wish them not reply,
For thou must give the lie.

So when thou hast, as I

Commanded thee, done blabbing,
Although to give the lie

Deserves no less than stabbing,
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